vi             CHAUCER'S KNIGHTES TALE.

Was risen,, and romed in a chambre on heigh,

In which he al the noble cite seigh,

And eek the gardeyn, ful of braunches grene,

Ther as the fresshe Emelye the scheene

Was in hire walk, and romed up and doimu

This sorweful prisoner, this Palamon,

Gooth in the chambre romyng to and fro,

And to himself compleynyng of his woo ;

That he was bora, ful ofte he seyd, alas !

And so byfel, by aventure or eas,

That thurgh a wyndow thikke and many a barre

Of iren greet and squar as eny sparre,

He cast his eyen upon Emelya,

And therwithal he bleynte and cryed, a !              220

As that he stongen were unto the herte.

And with that crye Arcite anon up sterte,,

And seyde, " Cosyn myn, what eyleth the,

That art so pale and deedly for to see?

Why crydestow ? who hath the doon offence ?

For Gocldes love, tak al in pacience

Cure prisoun, for it may non othir be ;

Fortune hath yeven us this adversite,

Som wikke aspect or disposicioun

Of Saturne, by sum constellacioun,                        230

Hath yeven us this, although we hadde it sworn;

So stood the heven whan that we were born ;

We moste endure it: this is the schort and pleyn."

This Palamon answered, and seyde ageyn,
" Cosyn, for-sothe of this opynyoun
Thou hast a veyn ymaginacioun.
This prisoun causede me not for to crye.
But I was hurt right now thurgh myn yhe
Into myn herte, that wol my bane be.
The fairnesse of the lady that I see                       240

Yonde in the gardyn romynge to and fro,
Is cause of al my cryying and my wo,
I not whethur sche be womman or goddesse ;
But Venus is it, sothly as I gesse."
And therwithal on knees adoun he fil,
And seycle ; 'e Venus, if it be youre wil
Yow in this gardyn thus to transfigure,
Biforn me sorwful wrecched creature,
Out of this prisoun help that we may scape,
And if so be oure destyne be schape,                     250

By eterne word to deyen in prisoun,
Of oure lynage haveth sum compassiouns